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| winced as | woke up once again. 
This was the fourth night in a row now. 


| swept the cold sweat away from my forehead and tried to conciously stop myself from both shaking and 
weeping. It was just a nightmare, there was no reason at all to start crying, for fuck's sake. 


Mikael was snoring next to me and seemed to be happy and calm. | could've sold my soul to have his ability to 
sleep so deeply and without any disturbance. And, of course, to be able to stop this nightmare from coming. It 
was so frustrating to wake up every night when | was thrown down from stage and straight to a swimming 
pool, when in the dreamworld | couldn't swim at all. And every night it felt so real that for a moment | could 
feel how water filled my lungs and | drowned, even when | was awake and knew it wasn't real. | had seen the 


same nightmare more or less repeatedly for the last nine years. Usually | saw it while touring and sometimes 


while we were in studio, and never when we had nothing band-related stuff going on | knew that they were 
related to each other in some unconcious way, but no matter how hard | tried to think things through, my 


nights were still full of nightmares. It really started to piss me off. 


Something swept my cheek and | winced. Mikael stared at me with a worried look on his face. "What's wrong?" 
"Nothing." 

"You're crying. That looks like something to me." 

"Nah, it was just the same nightmare I've been seeing for some time now. Nothing to worry about, really. I'l 
be fine." 

"For how long?" 


"Nine. years." 


Even though | tried to say it as quietly and unclearly as possible, Mikael heard it. He rose a little and gave me 


even more worrying look. 


‘It's not healthy to see the same nightmare for nine years." 
"| don't see it every night" 

‘Ok, so what? Only on tour?" 

"And while we are in studio. Sometimes." 

“But not otherwise?" 

"No." 


He sighed deeply and spread his arms. | curled up right next to him and he hugged me. 


"What kind of nightmare is it?" 
"We're on stage.. And play. The song varies, now it was Fédosagan. And at some point you quit and throw me 


down from stage and | fall into a swimming pool and | can't swim so | drown." 
He hugged me a bit tighter. 


"You silly little keyboardist. We'd never throw you down from stage. At least not into a swimming pool." 


"I can swim alright", | mumbled, "but in that dream | just sink and when | can't hold my breath anymore." 
| started to feel sick and he had to calm me down for a while. 


"Why did we do that?" 

"Because | screwed up and | can't play properly.. Because | can't be as good as Henri.” 

"That's bullshit. IF | could come into your dream, everyone who says that would be picking their teeth from 
the floor in no time. You're a damn good player and even Henri agrees with that. So don't ever think for a 
moment that we would be kicking you anywhere, ok? You're one of us even if you screwed up. We all do that. 
All the time." 

"But —" 

"No. You're allowed to fuck up. If it happens, it happens and there's nothing you can do about it. Then you just 


need to smile and continue. That's all." 


| thanked him silently and really tried to believe in his words. Right now they weren't assuring or affecting, but 
maybe if | practised | would be able to ignore my mistakes. He looked at the clock and then ruffled my hair, 
told me that | should sleep while we still had time. The rest of the night | slept well and Mikael kept me close 
to him. 


The next evening's gig started out great. | was able to reach the halfway of the song without any problems 
and | had already told my nightmare to suck it. Then it happened. My fingers tangled and | started to panic. 
Still, only Mikael seemed to notice. He looked at me, turned his back to the audience and came to play next to 
me. | could read one word from his lips. Smile. 

| took a deep breath, forced a smile to my lips and continued He grinned at me and | was able to return the 


grin. And | wasn't afraid of mistakes anymore. 


